CHAPTER:   14

An   Experience   In
Cosmic   Consciousness

"I AM here, Guruji." My shamefacedness spoke more
eloquently for me.
"Let us go to the kitchen and find something to eat."
Sri Yukteswar's manner was as casual as though hours
and not days had separated us,
"Master, I must have disappointed you by my abrupt
departure from my duties here; I thought you might be
angry with me."
"No, of course not! Wrath springs only from thwarted
desires. I do not expect anything from others, so their
actions cannot be in opposition to wishes of mine. I
would not use you for my own ends; I am happy only in
your own true happiness."
"Sir, one hears of divine love in a vague way, but today
I am indeed having a concrete example of it from your
angelic self! In the world, even a father does not easily
forgive his son if he leaves his parent's business without
warning. But you show not the slightest vexation, though
you must have been put to great inconvenience by 'the
many unfinished tasks I left behind/*
We looked into each other's eyes, where tears were
shining. A blissful wave engulfed me; I was conscious
that the Lord, in thd form of my guru, was expanding the
small ardours of my heart to the vast reaches of cosmic
love.
A few mornings later I made my way to Master's empty
sitting room. I planned to meditate, but my laudable
purpose was unshared by disobedient thoughts. They
scattered like birds before the hunter.
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